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was lost by it, and nothing was got by it, and I was
quite sick of going out in a beggar's dress ; it did
not answer at all, and besides, I thought it ominous
and threatening.

While I was in this disguise, I fell in with a
parcel of folks of a worse kind than any I ever
sorted with, and I saw a little into their ways too;
these were coiners of money, and they made some
very good offers to me, as to profit; but the part
they would have had me embark in, was the most
dangerous ; I mean that of the very working of the
die, as they call it, which had I been taken, had
been certain death, and that at a stake, I say, to
be burnt to death at a stake. So that though 1 was
to appearance but a beggar, and they promised
mountains of gold and silver to me, to engage, yet
it would not do; 'tis true, if I had been really a
beggar, or had been desperate as when I began, I
might perhaps have closed with it, for what care
they to die, that cannot tell how to live ? But at
present that was not my condition, at least I was
for no such terrible risks as those; besides, the very
thought of being burnt at a stake, struck terror to
my very soul, chilled my blood, and gave me the
vapours to such a degree as I could not think of it
without trembling.

This put an end to my disguise too, for though I
did not like the proposal, yet I did not tell them
so, but seemed to relish it, and promised to meet
again. But I durst see them no more ; for if I had
seen them, and not complied, though I had de-
clined it with the greatest assurances of secrecy in
the world, they would have gone near to have
murdered me, to make sure work, and make them-
selves easy, as they call it; what kind of easiness
that is, they may best judge that understand how